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	1. Chapter 1

Okay, I recently saw the movie Prometheus again, and thought about a crossover between it and Halo. So, this is it. I hope you all enjoy.

Disclaimer: I don't own Halo or Prometheus, just the storyline.

* * *

><p>John sighed.<p>

He'd been doing that for a while, ever since Cortana had died saving his life.

"_Chief, do you read?_" Lasky's voice sounded over the com.

"Copy, Captain," he replied, his tone flat and devoid of emotion.

"_We've picked up a radiological disturbance about 2,000 kilometers ahead of you._"

"Nuclear?"

"_No... honestly, none of my guys can figure out what it is. It's not any type of known radiation, but it seems to be getting larger. Can you check it out?_"

"Of course, sir," he said, pushing the throttle of the Broadsword he was flying.

After the events of Requiem with the Didact, he'd been assigned to the Infinity's battle group, patrolling an area of space recently discovered that was full of mineral-rich asteroids, ripe for mining operations.

Unfortunately, that wasn't the main reason that they were there.

Looking up at the ring-world above him, John couldn't help but grit his teeth.

A Halo.

Everything about the Forerunners he hated was epitomized by the installations they had built, over a hundred thousand years before.

He understood why they were necessary, from a tactical perspective. The need to destroy the Flood was absolute.

But if he'd never discovered the Halo's, maybe things would be different. The Flood wouldn't have been awakened, would never have gotten off the ring-world. Cortana might still be-

"_Stop it,_" he said to himself. "_It happened. If you had never discovered the Halo's, you wouldn't have met the Arbiter._" A small part of his brain still fought back.

"_Cortana might still be alive,_" it insisted.

"_The Covenant would have won, and then they would have either been destroyed by the Flood, or would have activated the Halo's,_" his still logical mind replied. "_And then every single human would be exterminated_."

The rebellious side fell silent after that, but couldn't resist a last word. "_It might have been worth it, just for a little while..."_

_"Um, Chief, you're deviating. Correct your course,_" Lasky's voice rang out, interrupting his mental clash.

"Of course, Captain," he said, correcting his flight path and silently cursing himself for his lack of attention. Spartans _never_ lost focus.

"_Alright, Chief, you should be coming within visual range within 5 seconds._"

"Roger."

A short pause ensued as the Spartan pushed a few buttons, his gloved hands working amazingly quickly for being almost as large as catchers mitts. Then he caught sight of the disturbance.

He'd never seen anything quite like it.

It would have been similar to a Slipspace portal, except for the odd emergence of colors that surrounded the lip of the circle. Flaming reds, oranges and yellows somehow mixed and interacted with violent shades of blue, creating an eerie scene.

"_Chief, do you know what it is?_"

"No, sir, it seems to resemble a Slipspace rupture, but the colors are different."

"_Hmm... Alright, well, come on back to the Infinity, we'll send a team to do some proper surveys._"

"Roger," Chief said, and pulled on the control stick to turn back.

The ship didn't respond. The Spartan pulled again, harder, but still, nothing happened.

"Captain, the Broadsword controls aren't responding. I can't turn."

"_... Understood, Chief. Rescue ships will be sent out, they'll be at your position in approximately two minutes._"

"Sir, by my calculations, my ship will have impacted the anomaly by then."

A silence stretched by.

"Captain?"

What the Chief couldn't know was that Lasky was violently cursing on the bridge of the Infinity, a sentiment that was shared by almost all of his crew. Finally, he calmed down and opened the channel back up.

"_Chief, I don't know what will happen when you impact, but if that is a Slipspace anomaly, I have no idea where you might end up._"

"I understand. And... Captain Lasky?"

"_... Yeah?_"

"Thank you, and good luck."

The Captain of the UNSC Infinity looked out at the view screen. Slowly his arm came up in a salute, as he softly spoke a reply.

"_Good luck to you... Master Chief_."

Then he was gone.

* * *

><p><strong>Year 2093<strong>

**A sector of space near LV-223**

**Starship: Prometheus**

David 8 hummed lightly as he walked along the corridors of the Weyland Corporation Starship, thinking of his favorite movie, _Lawrence of Arabia_.

"'The trick, William Potter, is not _minding_ that it hurts,'" he said idly, repeating the line he'd heard so many times.

He'd been saying that for about 4 years now, and it was still as interesting in his mind as when he'd first heard it. It helped when you had practically nothing else but a basketball and a bicycle to occupy your time.

Coming into the cockpit for the daily check-up, he walked around the spacious room, checking a few monitors for any changes. When he couldn't find any, he turned around to walk back to the video room.

But then, a sudden beeping sound caught his attention.

Walking back over to the monitors, he looked around until he discovered the source.

The proximity alert.

He pressed another button, and the metal shields covering the windows withdrew, allowing free vision into the space in front of the spaceship.

For a second, he saw nothing.

Then, an object started to come into view.

For a second, he stared. Then his synthetic eyes widened.

It seemed that the time was ripe to wake up the crew.

* * *

><p>The Master Chief gave an involuntary groan as he slowly woke up from his forced slumber, then shook his limbs to make sure they were all still functioning.<p>

The journey through the anomaly had been tough. G-forces that would have crushed an ordinary human into paste had been exerted on his body. Frankly, the only reason he was probably still alive was because of the MJOLNIR Mark VII armor he had on, plus his own Spartan-II augmentations.

When he'd first been shown the armor, he'd honestly been impressed.

And that was before he'd been told that he'd have his own personal set, made with the best technology possible. While outwardly similar to his MJOLNir Mark VI, save for a few aesthetic changes, the suit had been almost completely reworked.

A mysterious element discovered from Forerunner armor sets, layered in a nanoscopic buckytube design, made the armor both significantly lighter and much stronger. The reactive crystal layer had been improved as well, allowing him phenomenal increases in speed, reaction time and strength, besides being nearly impenetrable. The reactor, a blend of Human, Sangheili and Forerunner technology, increased the power output by a factor of two, allowing for much more powerful shields, as well as being able to charge any weapons in need of it.

Besides that, he had not one, but two armor abilities. One was Invisibility, the other Promethean Vision. A small surprise was on his left wrist. Since the discovery of the Hardlight shield, the UNSC scientists had been clamoring to make use of the new technology to upgrade the already existing energy shields used by the Jackals. The combination was known as the Spartan shield, since it had only been given to him.

Besides that, he'd also been given two new weapons.

One, a brand new energy weapon, was probably one of the most powerful ever invented by man.

Using a similar energy battery system to the Covenant Plasma weapons, the weapon, instead of having one battery, had five. As each one was used up, it could either be discarded or put into a specially made recharging station unique to the Chief's armor, located on his left shoulder. However, that wasn't what made the weapon so unique. Instead of small bursts from each battery, it used _all_ the energy in one massive burst, discharging the entirety of the stored energy in the battery for a devastatingly effective blast.

This weapon was aptly called the Beam Magnum, and it was one of four that he currently had with him.

Besides that, there was the Lightrifle and the SAW he had chosen as his loadout. But the last was probably the most interesting.

The Spartan spear.

Normally a compact looking cylinder with a slightly curved handle on one end and a retractable energy blade on the other, the spear could extend until it was over two meters in length. Used in conjunction with the Spartan shield, it was quite a devastating combination.

As said by a joking technician, "What Spartan would be complete without his spear and shield?"

He shook himself slightly, and looked around the cockpit to see if things were still functioning. Most of it was, but a few delicate mechanical devices had been knocked out of action.

A beeping noise from the Smart A.I. in the ship told him that an object was approaching, and fast.

"What is it, Clara?" he asked. The A.I. appeared in her standard form of a human female wearing an old fashioned plain dress. She took her avatar from Clara Barton, the famous teacher and nurse from pre- Civil War America.

Looking up from her reading, she peered at him owlishly.

"What is what?"

It should be noted that John really didn't like having her around.

"I'm not in the mood," he ground out. "What is the object approaching us?"

She blinked once, looking back at her book with a yawn.

"That would be a ship."

"Human? Covenant?"

"Neither. I don't recognize the design."

He sighed. "_Five minutes into this and I'm already meeting a possible alien species._"

"Have they detected us yet?"

"I don't know. Wait... I'm reading a basic scan. They're trying to find out who we are."

"Send the standard First Contact package."

"Our communications are out."

He paused at that. "Any way to get them back online again?"

"None at all."

"Then how do we communicate with them?"

"We could use your armor's com system, but I don't think that's necessary."

"Why?"

"Because it looks like they are coming to us."

John looked up from A.I.'s avatar to see that the unknown ship was indeed coming towards them.

"Guess we'll find out who they are soon enough, hm?"

* * *

><p>CLIFFHANGER!<p>

Gah, that's kinda terrible of me.

This chapter was more of an introduction, so the the next one will be longer.

The Spartan Spear is basically like the one Prince Nuada uses in Hellboy II. Only black, and made with technology, not magic.

And yes, for those of you who know, the Beam Magnum is the same weapon used in Gundam Unicorn, only significantly scaled down so that John can wield it.

Anyway, hope you enjoyed this first chapter, and rest assured that more are on the way.


	2. Chapter 2

Sorry for the cliffhanger in the last chapter. In this one, there's gonna be some fun!

Disclaimer: I don't own Halo or Prometheus, just the storyline.

* * *

><p>Meredith Vickers growled as she lifted herself up again.<p>

Spending two years in stasis was a distinctly unpleasant experience, one of the many reasons she'd regretted coming on this trip.

Doing push-ups was a good way to get rid of most of the sickness from being in the stasis pods, but that didn't make waking up any less unpleasant.

Hearing a pair of feet approaching, she glanced over at the open door, and saw one person who she absolutely detested.

David 8, the android.

"Robe," she said shortly, as she did another pushup.

He did as he was told, walking into the closet to get one, and as she stood up, he handed it to her.

"How long?"

"Two years, four months, eleven days, twenty-two hours, forty minutes-"

"Any casualties?"

"Casualties, Ma'am?"

"Has anyone died?"

"No, Ma'am. Everyone's fine."

A short pause.

"You woke us up seven days earlier than expected. Are we there already?"

"No Ma'am. But I thought that you should be awake to see this."

"See what?"

"We've come upon an object Ma'am. It was detected by our long-range scanners only a few minutes ago."

"You stopped the ship and woke me up because an 'object' was in our way? Why didn't you adjust course to avoid it?" she asked harshly. The android took it all in stride, and gave a calm reply.

"Because, Ma'am, it's the object itself that is odd. It's synthetic in nature."

Vickers' eyes widened slightly. "Wake up the crew. I want everyone to their stations as soon as they're able."

"Of course, Ma'am."

* * *

><p>"If they maintain their current speed, they'll be on us in approximately two minutes. I recommend tactical evasion."<p>

"Agreed."

The Spartan activated his invisibility and opened the cockpit, bracing for the rush of air.

He climbed out of the pilot's seat, and for a second, he paused on the top of the Broadsword, staring at the mysterious vessel approaching. It resembled a bug in some ways, namely the shape of the cockpit and the multiple engines.

"Clara, can you make out any identification of any kind from where we're standing?"

"None, but I haven't seen all the sides yet. If you could get us closer, then maybe I'll be able to put something together," she sniffed. He sighed again. Here he was, in a potential first contact situation, and he was stuck with an AI who's only goal seemed to be to piss him off.

"Alright, I'll wait until we've docked. Don't make any hostile incursions into their systems."

"If you say so."

The Spartan waited on top of the Broadsword. The next few minutes were tense as the mysterious ship drew closer.

...and closer.

Finally, after seven minutes of waiting, they were close enough to make out more details.

"Titanium hull, fusion/ion engines, no external weapon ports. Looks more like a colony ship than a warship."

"Right. But I'm not taking any chances."

He reached back into the cockpit and pulled out his SAW and Lightrifle, strapping both to his back, still invisible. Slowly, an external bay extended out of the bottom of the ship.

"Here we go."

* * *

><p>David walked around the cryo-bay, easing people's pain where he could. He came upon Dr. Elizabeth Shaw and put a bowl in front of her, which she gratefully accepted, before proceeding to empty the contents of her stomach.<p>

"Try to relax, Dr. Shaw. My name is David," he said, before putting a blanket around her shoulders. "Your mind and body are in a state of shock, as a result of the stasis. It's all right, perfectly normal."

"Ellie!" came a voice from the other end of the cryo-bay. She managed to look up for a second at her partner, Charlie Holloway. "We did it, baby!"

Meanwhile, up on the bridge, Captain Janek was looking out the cockpit window at the slowly rotating object coming into view.

"So, whatever this thing is, it's synthetic," he asked, getting two nods of confirmation from his co-pilots, Chance and Ravel. He sighed and fingered his accordion. "They don't pay me enough for this shit."

"I think you're being paid plenty, Captain," said Vickers. "Despite this being something never before encountered."

He raised an eyebrow at the blond woman before him. Meredith Vickers was the mission director aboard the Prometheus, so he had to listen to her. Even though he might not like it.

"So... what do we do?"

Vickers raised an eyebrow. "We bring it on board, of course."

* * *

><p>"They're getting closer."<p>

"..."

"Are you going to do anything about it?"

"..."

"Hello? Anyone home?"

"... Why do you always talk?"

"Why do you never talk?"

"..."

"Cargo bay ahead. I recommend immediate- what the hell are you doing?"

"Turning off my invisibility."

"I can see that! Why the hell are you doing it?"

"Potential first contact situation. It's better if they don't find a reason to be wary."

"And the fact that you're a giant green armored war-machine _won't_ make them wary?"

"...They're coming. Send out a signal, linked to what I say."

* * *

><p>Dr. Shaw and Dr. Holloway both stared at Vickers, mouth's hanging open slightly.<p>

"So there's a artificial object literally just outside our doorstep?" Holloway asked. "And we have no idea what it is?"

"Ma'am?"

Vickers looked over at the android with disdain. "What is it?"

"It appears that we are receiving a signal from the object."

"What?" she said, stunned, before walking over to communications board. "What kind of signal?"

"Basic radio broadcast, audio only," David replied, before looking up out the window. "It seems that something out there wants to send us a message."

Vickers exchanged a quick look with the captain, who muttered "Now this is really above my pay grade."

"I want the Captain, David, Dr. Holloway, Dr. Shaw and Ford to go meet me in the landing bay, fully equipped. Captain, David, you will put on spacesuits and clear a space. The rest of you, Atmo suits, weapons, the whole nine yards. We need to be ready."

"Ready for what?" the captain asked, raising an eyebrow. She looked at him coldly.

"Ready for anything."

"Shall I play the signal, Ma'am?"

"...yes."

"And it is... live."

For the next few seconds, the group waited with bated breath as they heard a collection of static, which slowly sharpened into words.

"_... mayday, mayday. This is the UNSC Artificial Intelligence Clara. We have been drawn through some kind of a Slipspace anomaly, and our ship has been damaged. Request immediate assistance. Mayday, mayday, mayday..._"

Shaw gulped audibly, while Vickers's eyes narrowed.

"Down to the landing bay, now."

* * *

><p>The Spartan's grip on his weapon tightened as the unknown ship drifted closer.<p>

He could make out tiny figures in the distance, as well as several vehicles.

"Clara, magnify my HUD. I want to see what they look like."

"Done."

Through his advanced imager, the Spartan could make out two figures in what looked like primitive red spacesuits, moving boxes around.

"They're getting a space for us to set down. They want to bring us onboard," Clara said. "We'll be in range in about thirty seconds."

And they got closer. And closer.

Both figures turned to see the ship and him and he noted that they were bipedal with four fingers and an opposable thumb. In other words, humanoid.

"Wonder what they'll look like?" Clara muttered, curious.

"We're about to find out."

The ship set down; any sparks from the landing were quickly snuffed out due to the lack of oxygen.

Master Chief floated down to the unfamiliar hull of the ship and attached with a clunk as his magnetic boots switched on.

One of the space-suited creatures floated over to a panel on the side of the ship and pressed several buttons.

Looking back, he saw the loading bay begin to close, locking him inside. A blast of air sounded as soon as the door shut.

"Interesting. The air around here... nitrogen, oxygen and argon gases, almost exactly the same composition of Earth. Very interesting."

Chief's eyes flickered left and right, though he was careful not to move his head. While he didn't know if they were a peaceful species, he wasn't going to chance it.

A door opened near the side, and as he looked over, he nearly choked on his oxygen.

Several figures walked into the landing bay, dressed in what appeared to be atmosphere suits. However, that wasn't what caught him off guard.

They were _human_.

"Are we seeing what I think we're seeing?" Clara asked.

"I'm afraid so."

Then, one by one, the human's raised their guns and pointed them at the Spartan.

* * *

><p>Short chapter, I know, but please bear with me on this! It'll get better!<p> 


End file.
